EXTREMES MEET

who had taken refuge at the notorious Number Ten.
That would give an excellent opportunity to interfere
with the nocturnal movements of the Bureau, The visitor
in whom Captain Drimys was interested had left for
his destination at ten o'clock; the road would now be
closed to all traffic without the password until dawn by
a detachment of twelve police under a sergeant which
had left at six o'clock to take up their position.

And yet neither the police nor Captain Drimys knew
everything.   They did not know that the visitor in whom
they were both interested had stopped outside the Tip
Top Theatre on his way to Miramara, nor that he had
waited there for ten impatient minutes to be rewarded
at last by the sight of a slim young woman with pale gold
hair wearing a frock of champagne crepe-de-chine and a
large black picture hat with ostrich plumes.    They did
not know that the agent called Milton had just telephoned
to Number Ten the news of Queenie's departure from
the Tip Top with the German officer in a large Daimler
car, nor that the chief of the detested English Bureau was
at this moment shaking a very pale and plump second-in-
command, and calling him all the kinds of fool he could
put his tongue to.

" No, please, C-C-Commander Waterlow. I c-c-can't
explain if you k-k-keep on shaking me," the wretched
Crowder was protesting.

" Explain, you blasted idiot ? What can ever explain
your damn fool behaviour," cried Waterlow, flinging
Crowder from him to the other end of the little draped
room, where he clutched at the pattern of the Tree of
Life.

" You don't give me a chance," he half blubbered.